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By Henry Allen 
‘the Ultimate Ian- 
tasy for Victor Marchetti. 


/ It was 


Tt was the final, eataclys- 
mic whimsy, probably, for 
the 1est of them wp there in 
the executive suite of the 
tentral Tutelligence Agency, 
a tantalizing daydreani after 
one of the more brutal 
power auctions known as 
‘morning coffec” with the 
director, Richard Welias (the 
ritual 9 am, coffee poured 


by the ritual blacks into the 


CIA’s very own china, blue 
rimmed, with agency sea in 
blue.on the side of the cup). 

In 1998, Victor Marchetit 
was one of the blucrib- 


“boned, Ivy-beleagered inner 


civele of 14 “old boys” who 
sipped the coffee and played 
the polities of their own and 
everyone else’s country, Ne 
Was a GS-15, the executive 
assistant to Deputy Director 
Ads. Rufus Taylor. 
' We was also the inner cir- 
cle’s “token dago,” he'd say: 
It seemed he was still the 
smallest lineman on the 
football team, the team now 
being that of the Faster es- 
fablishment, a term Mar- 
chetti- likes, instead. of the 
high school team in the coal 
town of Hazelton, Penna, 
(where he played guard at. 
175 pounds). _ 
At ‘hight, in his suburban 


“house sé crammed with Amerk. 


caa.-~ bronzé cagles and 
hand-painted milk cans — 
‘he was having chest pains 
and stomach aches and his 
wife was telling him to quit: 
And days, in his CS-15’s 
office with mocleleather 
chairs and floor-to-ceiling 
windows ov erlooking the Po- 
tomzc, he was having this 
mad suicidal daydreain, 
* So in 1969, he quit the 
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-along the way, 


overthrow its 
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agency. Like a lot of men _' 


for whom. the Arerican 
dream has turned to night- 
more, he wrote a navel -- 
“iny great fantasy,” he calls, 
it. ; 
The novel, 
Rope - Dancer,” “pps 
Grosset & suman: een is 
about Paul Franklin, execu 
tive assistant to the deputy 
director of the National In- 
telligence Agcney, 2 
Polish-American from 4 


Pennsylvania coal town who - 


for reasons never explained, 
falls prey to the. whlimate 
fantasy of sclling fo the So- 
yiels every secret he can 
XNerox, photograpn or tape 
record, “ 

The novel, told in the flat, 
familiar prose. of inyriad 
other novels about the gov- 
ernment, with little of the 
flash and hintful allure of 
spy novels, describes the 
agency’s discovery of Frank- , 
lin and Franklin’s discovery, 
that the 
director hirnself is working 
for the Sovicts, an astonish- 
ing but plausible possibility, 
since the defection of Brit- 
ain’s Kim Philby to Russia 
after years of leaking the se- 
evets of M. I. (Military Intel- 
ligence) Six. ; 

Old boy and new boy alike; 
the agency is rotten. In be. 
tween, Marchetti tells us, 
the fictional egancy fudges 
facts to fit the whims of the 
President, or connives to 


“end run”? around our am-— 


to Colombia to 
government. 
It’s guilty of all the chica- 
nery, backstabbing, and 
self-secking that have 
marked organizations, and 
the chronicles of raen disil- 
lusioned in them, through 
history. 


bassador 


Perhaps the novel, and. : 
“{ucre 1 w ouldu’t want to 


the | disillusionment that 


' drove Marchetti to wr a it, 


was inevitable. 


-bered the 


aoe L he/ ienicus 


mye 


‘sitting in the 


Recently, 
basement bar of his Oakton, 


nae 


Va,, horne, Mw farchetii remern- 


jilusions of 1055, 
be year “he joined the 
gency. 
“J was going to be a mys- 
person---adventur- 
ous, rormantic, living in far- 


» 


cign countries 2..." 


‘Now, a slightly pudgy 44, 


with three sons (Franlin 
has two sons), Marchetti 
wears a paint-stained red 
sweatshirt, work pants and 
crepe soled boots, Upstairs 
his wile is yelling at one of 
the dogs. 

“T spent one year in ope he 
ations. Then eleven yours é 3 
a research analyst, “and 
working on metional esti: 


mates until I moved up to” 


the director’s stati. Sitting 
up there I began to sec how 
is all pulled together, the 
interplay with the rest of 
the exccutive branch of the 


‘sovernment. 


“The agency is the mest 
romantic segment of the in- 
telligence community, but I 


‘began to lose faith in it and 


‘its purpose, in intelligence 
in general. 

‘Wo spend. $6 billion a 
“i ar on intelligence, which 

3 foo damn much, There’s 
not nearly enough Congres 
sional control. One night, 
after a particilarly hard 


day I walked into the office 


of one of the other exceutive 
assistants and I said “This 
place couldn’t foul up worse 
if the .GB was running it!” 
(The KGB is Russia’s inte¢l- 
ligence service.) 
And a novel was born. 
Actually, Marehetti 
wanted to write a non-fie- 
tion account, a critical aual- 
ysis, “but after aa years, 
youre very, very sccuvity 


_ conscious, aud-hes sides, {here 


ave a lol of old buddies over 
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ur Fact or fiction, however, 
the novel “cuts close ta the 
bons,” Marchetti said. He’s 
written . another novel, and 
he's tricd to sell a couple of, 
analytical pieces. We be- 
lieves he is under “mild sur- 
vyelRance” by the CIA, and 
he kas recently begun to 
“suspect his phone is 
tapped, He has been going to 
various | congressmen ta 
plead his case for mare con- 
gressional sux veillance of in- 
telligence, ' 

He claims, he “cleanse” 
himself of. agency influence 
in his first few months away 
from it., But a fascination 
‘and frustration still seem to 
wrestle inside him, the ¢ cou 
flict of responsibility and 
romance, . wee = 

“Sometimes at a party, 
pia I was still with the 

gency, we'd discuss na- 
tional or international is- 
sues. But as the night went 
on and more whiskey fot. 
drunk, we'd end up shooting 
the bull. I’d realize we were 
sitting there telling old war 
stories about old operations: 
in this and that country. 
They were just war stories 
and we-were all fascinated. 
“FT doit trust any of my 
old friends now. I’ve made 
new friends, jow'nelists and 
politicians, but it's nol the 
saine thing, not like being 
with the guys you were re. 
cruited and trained with. 
These are the things T iiss, 

‘But I have a son who's’ 
17. Jf Ihave anything to say 
about it he’s not going to die 
in Vietnam or Laos or the, 
jungles of Colombia because 
of a bunch of CIA spooks 
and Yiastern establishmen- 
tarians.” 

Still, he keeps sotvvenirs 
of his agency days. One of 
them, for instance, next to 
the basement bar, is a 
framed Jetter from Director 
Helms, thanking Marchetti's 
three sons for the coffee 
gitar? y bought for him. 

resvetted that the 
Jarge size of the mug might 
foree him to drink mere cof- 
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